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Tiie receîit deathi of Oliver Wendell Holmes removes the last of
a igularly gifted group of me~n 'ho won lasting honors for American

letters. Longfellow, Bryant, Hawthorne, Ermerson, Lowell, WThittier,
Holmes,-the Newv England tleiades! 1 The constellation bas set to,
human eyes, but the light of its shining will not soon pass away.
Lotngfollowv, the sweet and tcnder singer, who told in undying song the
story of Evangeline ; Bryant, the cultured and reflective poet, who
wrote the inimortal "'F'hanatopsis " while a youth of seventeen, and
later '"lhe XVater Eowl "- Hawthorne, the Nweird and subtie master of
romance, who penned the "Marble Patin" .Em erson, the transcen-
dental philosopher, Ilimprisoned on bis solitary peak,» w'eighted with
thie poetic endowmient. but unable to unburden bis spirit~ freely in
niellifluous nunmbers -,Lowell, the bright, witty, mieditative songster,
diliatist and publicist, writer of I irdofredlnî Sawin,*" and
"-Sir Launfa-l," and minister at the Court of St. James ; Whittier, the
41racious ethical I)Oet of faith and freedom, with fire in his soul; and
Holmes, the sweetest, purest, most humani of American humorists,
%vriter of IlThe Autocrat of the Breakfast Table," 14The One-Hos
Shay," and " The Chanibered Nautilus"!1 Noble spirits, every one a
miaster of English, except Whittier, and he flot infrequently scarcely
lagged behind tlue féremost of tbem ail. With the setting of this bril-
lianit constellation, bas passed away the simple, open, easeful English
of a former tinie. So far as lîterary tastes and style, quality of life and
character are concerned, these men were more English than American,
and will be so regarded by the critics of the future.

To the above editorial note fronu the same well-known pen, the
editor appends the sonnet publisbed by Chanicellor Rand iii the
T1oronto G14'ee of August 29th last:

TO OLIVER WENDELL 110LMES.

(Eig7dy-fl1 bieftllail, Auqu.st 29, 1894;.)

Long since thiv wvit atnd w%%isdoii broke our fast,
.And, like a golden spear throwni Iy flhe suni,
Stilote the chili pools of life, ail hushcled dcl dn,

To wari and -ladsoine foinits of cartli's rcpast.

As dlay uvorc on, foul oft a trunipet blast
Blew froin thy -wizard pipes of mirth and fun,
And hurtleà àt hi glh r.non the festive pii,-

The jcsses froni tlîy blitliesomne spirit cast.

The stainicss l>eani is rcddcning ricli and -itrong,
Bre sounds thec plcasant callifor breakzing oreadl

At eveniiîg's inca], swcct supper of tlhe -%vise:
The 'Mastcr's voice. like înother's crale song,

Breathc soft its loviîîg nurnurs overhicad,
Fillcd with flhc wafturc of thîe starry skies!
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